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tion glows from the under-surface of the storm clouds that press upon the turrets of the trembling house before its fall. Never has the impression of total destruction, of absolute and irremediable rum, been more strongly given; had the mansion remained, it would seem as if the extinction of Usher had been incomplete. Doom rests upon all things within the shadow of those walls j it is felt to be impending; and therefore, Poe, identifying himself with his reader, places the sure seal of truth on the illusion as he exclaims, "From that chamber and from that mansion I fled aghast." The mind ia already upon the recoil as it turns to view the accomplished fatality.
These two tales deserve more attention in that they are iu poe>3 prose w]mt uThe Ew(m „ and
Ulalume " are in his poetry, the richest of his imaginative work. On them he expended his spirit. Inere had been no such art before in America; but, like Hawthorne, he had to wait for any adequate recognition of his genius. His work in this kind was done; it could be left, safe as the diamond.
'In "William Wilson" he opened a new vein. It is the first of his studies of the springs of terror in conscience. The idea itself which is developed in the 8(017, the conception of a double dogging om* step* and thwarting one's evil designs, is an 'Q,ia fancy, * Of men that has taken many shapesrly prophetic of Madeline's vault, gleaming with metallic lustre, of which, too, some reminiscence still survives in tbe mind when the same unnatural luminous exhala-
